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She has been called icy, 
eccentric, and bitchy, but 
one thing this unique actress 
is not is afraid of taking 
risks—both professionally 
and personally. Though 
praised and respected for 
her work in the Alien movies, 
Gorillas In The Mist, and 
Working Girl, this erotically 
intense superstar recently 
considered doing a hard- 
core sex film. Join us for an 
exposing view of Hollywood 
rebel Sigourney Weaver. 
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ROARING 
THUNDER 


Dear Julia, 

| really enjoyed the January 
HIGH SOCIETY article, 
Thunderboats. \|'ve been a 
fan of power boat racing for 
many years, and have to 
commend you on a most 
excellent article. After | 
finished the text, | had to 
towel off. | hope you'll do 
something else about other 
types of racing in the future. 
Thanks again. 


Ned 
Baltimore, MD 

Dear Ned, 
I’m glad you enjoyed that 


particular photo essay. 
We feel our editorial staff 
is one of the best in the 
adult magazine business, 
and they appreciate your 
comments. 


EXECUTIVE SWEET 


Dear Julia, 

| was sent to an after-hours 
work meeting last week and 
surprisingly, ended up getting 
the best sex of my life. Paula 
and | had been openly flirting 
for months. We're not les- 
bians, but we enjoy getting a 
rise out of the guys at the 
office. Anyway, Julia, mid- 
way through the meeting, we 
snuck out to go bar-hopping. 

After hours of drinking, 
laughing, and cavorting, | 
decided it was time to go 
home. Paula offered to drive 
me back to my car. Feeling 
giddy, we began to fool 


around, like at the office, but 
it quickly turned serious. As 
Paula stroked my firm breasts 
through my sweater, she 
asked me if |’d really make 
love to her. Still joking, | said 
yes, but she took me ser- 
iously and instantly thrust her 
hand up my dress and 
grabbed my pantied cunt. 
Playfully retaliating, | ran my 
thumbnail along the cleave of 
her crotch and squeezed the 


top of her pussy. This got us 
both hot, and we soon forgot 
that we were playing. By the 
time we got to the office, we 
decided a little parking was in 
order. We kissed passion- 
ately and lustfully. Paula slid 
my soaking panties off and 
opened my thighs, sliding her 
middle finger deep inside me. 
| unhooked her bra and 


True-life sagas 
of love and lust 
from actual 
readers whose 
questions and 
comments are 
expertly 
answered by 
America’s 
premiere advice 
columnist and 
most photo- 
graphed pin-up 
model, HIGH 
SOCIETY 
publisher Julia 
Parton. 


liberated her big, delicious 
melons. Sucking and nibbling 
her scarlet nips, | worked my 
tongue down to her quim. | 
traveled all around her folds 
to her swollen, pink clit and 
engulfed it into my mouth, 
sucking and swirling my 
tongue in tantalizing circles. 
Paula couldn't take it any 
longer. 

| positioned myself over her 
lap and lowered my pussy 


With my cock 
above Tina's 
glistening love 
tunnel, she 


spread those 
legs as wide as 
they would go. 


| felt the heat 
of her cooze 
kiss the cap of 
my throbbing 
piecepipe as | 
drove it home. 


onto hers. | pressed her juicy 
slit and began slowly 
gyrating. Doing that a couple 
of times drove Paula crazy; 
she wanted my clasping cunt. 
Grabbing my round hips, she 
tugged me firmly down 
against her. We had secretly 
wanted this for so long, it was 
finally happening. | plunged 
up and down on her as if she 


had a cock. Paula rocked with me, ‘her 
hands and lips busy on my nipples. Our 
moans grew in intensity, and finally, our 
hot cum seeped into each other. We 
both shivered violently as we wrung out 
the last drop of pleasure between us and 
caught our breath. 

We met at work the next day and 
acted as though nothing had happened. 
Yet we can’t deny the fire that ignites 
when we catch each other’s eye. Is it 
wise for me to pursue this relationship, 
Julia? I’ve never been made love to like 
that, but | know that these things can 
often turn out bad. What do you think? 

Karen 
Boulder, CO 
Dear Karen, 

I'd say that you two are headed for 
a passionate adventure. Just keep 
your heads and enjoy; but you are 
right, office affairs can be trouble. 
Don’t jeopardize your job future. 


FREE AND EASY 


Dear Julia, 

Everyone laughs at me and says | just 
want a cheap thrill when | tell them I’m a 
nudist, but | really enjoy the feeling of 
being free—walking around with my 
cock dangling, letting the breeze blow 
between my legs. Every weekend, | 
drive to the nearest “naturist” resort and 
spend my day hanging at the pool and 
drinking beer. Besides, it’s a great place 
to scope women. 

Last weekend, nobody was there 
except me and this hot brunette lying on 
a towel, face-up, on the other side of the 
pool. She was naked and covered with 
tanning oil, her hand busy pleasuring her 
shaved pussy. As | stood there watching 
(with cock in hand), she beckoned me 
over. She didn’t have to ask me twice, 
Julia! She said, “I’m Tina, would you: 
please rub some oil on my back?” She 
giggled and rolled over, never removing 
her hand from her cunt. | started rubbing 
oil on her back, slyly moving my hand 
toward her deliciously inviting ass. My 
cock grew harder and harder and Tina 
moaned as my hands wandered over her 
ass and thighs. | slid my hand onto her 
pink gash, but she bolted and said, “No!” 
| couldn't believe she could lie there 
masturbating, and not allow me to do 
anything but put oil on her, Julia. 

| was about to leave when she 
suddenly cried out in ecstasy and 
whimpered, “You can fuck me now.” | 
immediately positioned my cock above 
her gleaming love biscuit. Tina spread 
her legs as wide as they could go, and | 
felt the heat of her cooze kiss the head of 
my throbbing piecepipe. | took a quick 
breath and thrust it in. She clutched my 
balls and said, “Hold still, let me do it.” 
Tina began to flex her inner muscles and 
massage my cock. It was intense, Julia— 
| was going to explode in seconds, and | 
hadn't done a lick of work. 

When | yelped, “I’m cumming!” Tina 


said, “Only in my mouth.” With that, she 
quickly rolled over, turned around, and 
stuffed my meaty staff into her mouth. 
She sucked deep and hard, and soon 
my jizz surged down her throat like an 
erupting volcano. After, | offered to fuck 
her again, but she said, “No thanks, I’m 
married, and | never cheat on my 
husband.” Stunned, | said, “What the 
hell do you call what just happened 


here?!?” Tina replied, “That’s different.” 
Before | could get an explanation, Tina 
picked up her things, said goodbye, and 
walked away. 

Julia, what’s up with that shit? | had 
an incredible time and would really like to 
get something going with Tina, but | 
don’t understand her twisted logic. Can 
you explain? 

John 
Teaneck, NJ 
Dear John, 

Sounds to me like Tina only 
considers it “cheating” if a lover 
cums inside her pussy. I’ve met a lot 
of girls like that, and | don’t 
understand it either. My advice is to 
either steer clear of her, or give it to 
her the way she asks. 


GOING DOWN? 


Dear Julia, 

My boyfriend and | were stuck in an 
elevator last month and it was the most 
amazing sexual experience I’ve ever had. 
Not only were we scared, as scenes 
from all those “disaster” movies raced 
through our minds, but we were also 
extremely turned-on. Before | could 
warn Mike that our carnal doings might 
be discovered, he began kissing me and 
unbuttoning my shirt. 

Mike pulled my shirt off my shoulders 
to bare my full tits. He sucked and 
nibbled, making my nipples rock hard. 
Dropping to his knees, he pulled my skirt 
up around my waist, and kissed my wet, 
satiny pussy. In a moment, he had my 
panties off, running his stiff tongue 
between my lips. | bent my knees, and 
spread my thighs apart, entwining my 
fingers in his thick blonde hair. | felt him 


spread me with his thumbs to expose my 
tingling clit. 

Mike pulled me down to the elevator 
floor, and turned me onto my knees and 
rubbed his cockhead up and down my 
swollen slit. | pressed my asscheeks 
back as he poked his fat dickhead into 
my hot pussy. Mike panted as he 
plunged into me, “What a great fuck you 
are, baby!” | could tell this was exciting 


| positioned 
myself over her 
lap and low- 
ered my pussy 
onto hers. | 
pressed her 


juicy slit and 
began slowly 
gyrating. 
Paula wanted 


my clasping 


cunt. 


him immensely. | pressed my bare tits 
flat against the floor, pushing with my 
hands to keep from being rammed into 
the wall as he fucked me hard and fast. 
His dick accidently slipped out and slid 
deliciously back and forth a couple of 
times across my quivering clit—making 
me shriek in ecstasy. Mike slipped his 
cock back into my love canal and 
pumped away some more, this time 
fingering my clit to bring me off. | 
whimpered as my orgasm built steadily, 
and soon | was crying out as it flooded 
through me. 

Mike pumped for a bit more, then 
grunted like a caveman as spurts of his 
hot cum filled my appreciating cunt. 
Recuperating and gasping for air, we 
both realized where we were and 
hurriedly scrambled to get ourselves 
together. | dropped my soaking panties 
on the floor, and about two minutes later, 
we felt a jolt and the door opened on the 
third floor of the busy bank building. 
Surprisingly, no one could tell what we'd 
been doing as we stumbled out to take 
the stairs the rest of the way down. 
Needless to say, Julia, this will probably 
never befall me again, but | can sure say, 
“it happened to me and | made the most 


of it.” 
Candy 
Bellevue, WA 
Dear Candy, 

You are probably one of the few 
“fortunates” who have had that 
certain experience, but for my 
money, | still think the best sex | had 
was a couple of months ago over 
Guam at 20,000 feet. There's 
certainly something to be said for 
having sex in various means of 
transport. 
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WILD IN THE COUNTRY 


Dear Julia, 

My girlfriend and | went camping last 
weekend and had an extraordinary 
experience. The lake was so cool and 
inviting, we decided to skinny-dip. Being 
close friends, and familiar with each 
other's bodies in the most intimate ways, 
we decided to do a little fucking around. 
As Wendy was kissing my small, firm tits 
while we treaded water, we heard a twig 
snap. 

There was a tall, dark woodsman 
ogling us. Looking at each other 
knowingly, we turned and swam to 
shore, our eyes locked on this marvelous 
hunk of male who seemed to magically 
appear for our pleasure. In a few 
minutes, we had him in our tent, naked 
and ready to fuck our hot pussies. 

Wendy kissed Zach deeply, snaking 
her tongue in and around his mouth 
while | went lower; licking and tasting his 
muscular thighs and tummy, but 
purposely avoiding his straining nine 
inches. Finally, | wrapped my luscious 
lips over the head and titillated its wet slit 
with my tongue as his pre-cum oozed. 

Sliding my head forward, | took Zach 
down my throat, sucking rhythmically. 
Zach's moans grew louder as he-sucked 
on Wendy’s tits and massaged her 
slippery pussy lips. Eventually, we all 
collapsed in a heap. Wendy and | began 
kissing and feeling each other's wet 
cunts to give him a show, but he wasn’t 
having any of that! 

Making us lay together tightly, Zach 
asked us to wrap our legs around each 
other so he could have access to both 
cunts. As Wendy and | kissed, he 
fucked me lazily and deeply while 
fingering Wendy’s juicy slit. Then, Zach 
pulled out and slid into her as he played 
with my sopping lower lips. His fingers 
found my G-spot, and as he massaged 
it, | felt my orgasm grip me. Wrenching 
my mouth from Wendy’s, | screamed. 

Wendy began to moan as the 
plundering dick drove her to the edge. 
With a simultaneous cry, they both came 
hard, her sweat-slicked body convulsing 
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| spread my ass- 
cheeks back as 
he poked his fat 
dickhead into my 
hot pussy. 
panted 


Mike 
as he 
plunged into me. 
"What a great 
fuck you are 
baby!" | whimper- 
'" ~ ed as my orgasm 
: \ built steadily. 


against me as he pounded into her. 
Finally he pulled out, rubbing his flaccid 
dick against both of our well-satisfied 
pussies. It took us a minute to get 
untangled as our muscles were so tense, 
Julia. What an experience! We're 
planning on going back next weekend to 
see if we can manage to fuck him again. 
Do you think that’s a good idea? 
Diana 
Sonoma, CA 
Dear Diana, 

You know what they say, “Nothing 
ventured, nothing gained.” Maybe 
next time, Zach will have a friend! 
Happy huntin’! 


GRAY PANTER 


Dear Julia, 

Who says older women aren’t sexy? 
I’m a good-looking 33-year-old man who 
met a hot “senior citizen.” Min was 
about 58, and still a happening babe. 
She invited me over to have a cup of 
coffee. During our conversation, which 
quickly turned to sex, | realized | was 
extremely horny and very attracted to 


this experienced temptress. 

At Min’s suggestion, we retired to her 
bedroom. Once in her small, but 
comfortable room, | sat on the bed as 
she came over to me; she reached out 
and caressed my thigh. Min then slid her 
hand under my shorts and groped my 
hard, fat pud. With an urgent grunt, | 
unzipped and slipped out of them 
quickly, opening my thighs wide to Min’s 
hungry gaze. | shifted my hips and 
positioned my throbbing, beckoning 
cock for her access. Min reached out, 
licked her lips, and tickled the cap of my 
cudgel. | could tell she knew how to 
handle a cock, and | wondered to myself 
how many blow-jobs that 58-year-old 
mouth had given. | laid back and let her 
have her way with me, knowing it was 
going to be one of the best sucks ever. 
She played with me for hours, it seemed. 
The juicy sounds of my cock in her 
mouth really got me going. 

Min clambered onto the bed and 
continued licking and sucking my hot 
rod, flicking her flexible tongue around, 
over, and about my tubesteak. Taking 
two fingers, | shoved them deep into 
Min’s cunt and began to fuck her deeply. 
| whimpered as spasms shook me while 
Min continued her expert sucking. What 
acum | had, Julia! Min loved cum, and 
gulped down every hot drop. They don't 
make 'em like that anymore, Julia. 

| removed my fingers from Min’s 
Clasping cooze and licked them dry one 
by one. “Mmmm, tasty pussy,” | 
murmured. “Don’t get much young stuff, 
do ya?” | then took my half-mast prick, 
knelt over and stuck it into her box. | 
sunk it in like | was going home. | fucked 
her for about two minutes before | came. 
| spurted again and again. Finally, after 
dumping my life's savings into Min, we 
dozed off in each others arms. 

We get together now about once a 
week, and it's the greatest sex either of 


Sliding my head 
forward, I took 
Zach down my hot 
throat, sucking his 
fat cock hard and 
rhythmically. His 
moans grew louder 
as he sucked on 


Wendy’s tits and 
massaged her slip- 


pery pussy lips. 


Then, Wendy kiss- 
ed me and began 
fingering my cunt. 


us have ever had. Julia, Min may be “old,” 
but she sure knows how to make me quiver. 
She has a new trick up her sleeve every time 
| visit, and no younger girls can fuck like her! 
Pat 
Flint, MI 
Dear Pat, 
| think older folks see “sex” as a quick 
roll in the hay, and “making love” an 
ocean voyage—half the pleasure is 
getting there! 


HOWLING HOLE 


Dear Julia, 

My girlfriend Andrea and | enjoy a pretty 
hot sex life. We like to experiment, and 
unlike the dozens of other girls I’ve had, 
she’s a pretty good sport when it comes to 
the kinky stuff. My favorite thing is fucking 
her from behind while she laps vanilla 
pudding out of a bowl and sings the “Battle 
Hymn Of The Republic.” Don’t ask me to 
explain it—all | know is that it gets us worked 
up into a sexual frenzy that few humans 
could endure. 

Anyway, our problem is that my apartment 
is rather old, and the neighbors hear 
everything we do. Our sex is always loud, but 
that's what we like best, Julia. To us, 
making love without any audible sounds of 
enjoyment becomes just another fuck. | 
know the singing is a bit much, but | like a 
good hum-job too. Since my cock is 
freakishly large, she has to hum pretty loudly 
to get me off. | could care less, Julia, but 
they've left notes on our door complaining. 
One night, during a particularly patriotic 
session, the assholes even called the police. 
This bothered Andrea, and since then I’ve 
noticed that she’s holding back her passion. 
| miss her lusty, “Thrust me!” Our neighbor's 
attitude is affecting our spirited carnalities, 
and | don’t like it one bit! Can you help us 
out? Your advice is pretty good, and friends 
of mine have told me that you could 
probably help. 

Steve 
St. Louis, MO 
Dear Steve, 

I've had this problem too, but believe 
me, nothing short of wearing muzzles 
will end the complaints of such four- 
cornered imbeciles. | suggest you put 
up with it, or find another place to live— 
like the zoo! 


Your erotic escapades and kinky 
comments always make my day. So if 
you have a juicy tale to tell or need 
some advice from a carnal con- 
noisseur, write me, Julia Parton. Keep 
those lust letters cumming! 


Private Passions 
HIGH SOCIETY Magazine 
801 Second Avenue 
New York, New York 10017 
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Rogues, lechers, rascals and cheats—HIGH SOCIE 


NO KNOB-JOB FOR ROBB? 


From the “I’m not a crook” file 
comes this little gem: Virginia 
Senator Chuck Robb admits 
to “sharing a bottle of wine 
and a nude massage” with 
centerfold model and former 
Miss Virginia, Tai Collins— 
though he assures us that he 
“never had sex” with her. Ms. 
Collins alleges that the 
amorous, 52-year-old politico 
and she had a torrid fling in 
New York in 1984. The 
buxom blonde says she went 
public with the information 
because of alleged death 
threats. After all, they say 
Virginia is for lovers! 


Paro dy photo : not to be taken seriously. 


FUCK MY WIFE...PLEASE 


If a rose by any other name still smells as sweet, what 
would you call a woman who admits to taking money 
for sex, but claims she’s not a woman of the evening? 
How about Kathey Willets? Willets, 33, is the wife of 
a Broward County, Florida sheriff's deputy who was 
arrested and charged with prostitution. The cop's wife 
claims that she’s not a prostitute, but rather a genuine 
nymphomaniac. Hubby has been charged with 
sharing the profits, which amounted to $2000 a week, 
and claims that his wife was actually a sexual 
surrogate. Deputy Jeffrey Willets also admits to 
hiding in the closet taking notes detailing customers 
performances and techniques—to help him with his 
own impotency! Here’s the punchline: according to 
published reports, a notebook confiscated from the 
Willetses allegedly contains names of several 
prominent local officials. We don't think the Willetses 
will have much trouble getting off! 


S& SC 


s bare the carnal core of our incredibly bizarre culture. 


THE ART OF THE FEEL? 


\" aie | 


Seems “The Donald” has pulled the pit out of a Georgia peach and put 
an end to his steamy affair with Marla Maples. Miss Maples was 
reportedly devastated to learn about their breakup from newspapers. 
But, she was glad to learn that she could keep the massive rock Trump 
gave her. We don't mean to burst your bubble, honey, but other 
reports say “Mr. Big” never paid for the ring. Guess that goes to show 
you that even billionaire moguls, on occasion, may use the old 
“marriage bit” to get down your pants. 


PORTRAIT OF A SERIAL FEELER? 


It looks as though “Iron” Mike Tyson is really on the ropes this 
time. As if the alleged wife-beating scandal wasn’t bad 
enough, published reports say Tyson has to bring along 
guards when he goes out clubbing to protect the ladies from 
his handy advances. Apparently, the ring mauler has the 
reputation of being a “serial buttocks-fondler.” Recently, at a 
Manhattan nightspot, Tyson’s guardians were observed 
dancing with the Champ in order to keep Kitty Boots,Baby 
Cakes, and Mistress Taryn—a gaggle of dominatrixes—away 
from him. Seems the spike-heeled sweeties were all over the 
“Mittmeister,” and had to literally be pulled away. Tyson had 
no comment on the incident, but did say he was looking 
forward to his next big fight. We think the most formidable 
contender is Lady Justice herself. 


ou 


ace of @ serial 


jell us: DO 
°o 


— 


Ever since her 
breakup with 
"The Donald,” 
Marla’s been 
on the dating 
scene again. 
Well, Tyson 
may not be 
able to give 
her a bigger 
diamond ring 
than Donald, 
but... 


HS contender Delilah 


barred” grudge match. 


Tyson perfects the position| = 
he may need for the prison 
shower—if convicted of rape. 


an he, tim. 
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“Ooh-Ahh” Dumbrowski 
issues an open challenge 
to Tyson for a “no-holds 


POM-POM PARIAH 


Talk about eliminating the competition! Wanda Holloway, a homemaker from 
Channelview, Texas, has been given a 15-year sentence and $10,000 fine for 
trying to insure her daughter's place on the high school cheerleading squad. 
What's illegal about a mother helping her daughter, you ask? According to court 
testimony, Wanda attempted to hire a hitman to rub out the mother of her 
daughter’s competitor at tryout time. Fortunately, the man she solicited to do 
the job informed police, and Miss Holloway was caught pom pom-handed. Kind 
of makes you want to stick to the debating team! 


Megalomaniac talk-show host Geraldo Rivera has finally proven evolution 
wrong and penned a tell-all book on his favorite topic: himself. The 
aggrandizing rant, Exposing Myself, chronicles the half-pint “human 
tabloid’s” self-proclaimed boudoir notoriety. The Latino loverboy claims to 
have diddled scads of women over the years, including such heartthrobs as 
Liza Minelli, Bette Midler, Chris Evert, Maggie Trudeau, Judy Collins, and 
Marian Javits. Call us crazy (or lucky), Gerry, but we certainly wouldn't brag 


about any of those conquests. Known for his braggadocio and enormous 
ego, (see the Two River Times, a Geraldo-owned newspaper wherein his 
name seemingly appears on every other page), Dr. Joyce Brothers says of 
such blowhards, “Generally, men who brag about their prowess aren't all that 
fond of women.” Hmmm, this book sounds about as chock-full 0’ goodies as 
Al Capone's vault. 
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Perhaps satanic cult leade 
Diamatra will be Geraldo's 
ext conquest? 


Bette Midler: Not only} |Of Marian Javits, *“Some He says he even did Judy 
divine, but, *“She was| |of the best sex | ever| |Collins. Now that’s en- 
insatiable!” had!” Yikes!!! tertainment! 


* Quoted from Exposing Myself. 


FORGOTTEN FILTH 


Do you have any authentic smutty pictures from times long gone in 
either your attic, your wallet, or anywhere else, for that matter? 
Pictures of who-knows-whose grandparents doing who-knows-what 
way back when? Indecent exposures from the ‘50s? The ‘20s? The 
Stone Age? If you do, then we’d like to be your friends. We will 
gladly pay you $250 later if we publish samples from your collection 
of antique obscenity in HIGH SOCIETY today. Just send your 
vintage pornography to: Forgotten Filth, HIGH SOCIETY Magazine, 
801 Second Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017. All material becomes 
the property of HIGH SOCIETY Magazine. Please include your 
Social Security number with all submissions. We’ll be waiting, and 
thanks for the mammaries! 


Cl 


GREAT MOMENTS 
IN HIGH SOCIETY 


Back in 1983, when getting blasted and going to 
Studio 54 was the primary pastime of the social 
elite in Manhattan, we were busy introducing 
British Page Three girl Debbie Ashby to 
America. After a brief but successful career, 
Debbie stopped dropping her top, and currently 
resides in the Where Are They Now? file. 
Here’s Debbie at Studio 54 using her short-n’- 
curlies as a doilie. Lucky couch! 


By PC. VEY 


\ AND BESIDES YoU KNOW 


[Ts ONLY ; 
ITS YOUR BI6é ASS | REALLY 40 


MY BIG TIT. 
You LoVE. 


BUT HOW CAN You SAY THAT / P 
us AFTER ALL THE YEARS WEVE 
SPENT TO6ETHER,.. AFTER ALL 
THE EXPERIENCES WEVE HAD 
TO6ETHER 1. AFTER ALL THE 
LOVE WEVE HAD TOGETHER... 


What’s a gal to do 
when she moves 
into a small apart- 
ment in the big 
city? Annie is 
lonely and does 
not have many 
friends—except, of 
course, her middle 
finger. It will have 
to do until she 
works up enough 
courage to enter the 
metropolis’ dating 
scene. Annie’s im- 
agination runs wild, 
and in her mind, 

a handsome gent 
picks her up and 
they retire to her 
bachelorette pad. 
Things get hot 

and heavy! 
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Annie’s phantom 
beau lifts her skirt 
and gently tugs 
her lingerie so 
that its nylon 
silkiness parts her 
quim’s luxurious 
sex folds. A li- 
centious feeling 
cascades through 
the deep core of 
her womanhood, 
and Annie’s erect 
clit is the bearer 
of good news: an 
orgasm is on 

the way! 
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A thunderous cum ensues; Annie’s screams of pleasure echo in the small flat. Will the neighbors 
complain? Who cares, for maybe a nice young man will be the one to knock on the door and sate her 
at last. Then again, another person would only get in the way. 
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HIGH SOCIETY Explores The 
TH E Best Breasts On TV 


Each season, the TV networks bring us a delicious assortment of 


beautiful and sexy leading ladies. The past year’s lineup has been true to 
form, with some truly exciting bodies wiggling across the small screen— 
from cute and curvy starlets to voluptuous blonde bombshells. Most of 
these small screen babes strut their share of T. & A., (especially during 
“sweeps weeks,” the ratings sample period when nearly every hot-looking 


female star is stripped down to her lingerie) or has a sleazy affair, or is at 


least seen taking a shower with one of her show’s male characters. While 
it's true that the networks have gotten a lot more lusty and provocative 
than they were in the days when Lucy and Ricky couldn’t say the word 
“pregnant,” they still fall far short of our exacting standards for eroticism. 
For this reason we have decided to give our readers a glimpse of your 


favorite broadcast beauties as they appeared in some earlier, less 
inhibited roles and striking the sort of poses the networks still wouldn't 
touch with a 10-foot antenna... 


Blonde Julia Duffy has an 
extremely petite, but feminine 
body—pint-sized but everything is in 
the right place. With her tempting 
bod, pouty lips and beady eyes, 
Julia looks like the perfect princess- 
bitch, and this was a part she 
played to perfection as Stephanie 
Vanderkellen on the classic sitcom, 
Newhart. As a spoiled sexpot who 
had her boyfriend wrapped around 
her little finger, Stephanie was 
hilariously awful. Now, Julia has 
brought her spoiled/sultry persona 
to the hen party on Designing 
Women, playing a new co-owner of 
the Sugarbakers’ decorating 
business. Duffy’s “princess” char- 
acter won't get to have her way as 
much on this show, judging by an 
early episode in which she is forced 
to play house-maid to her black 
business partner, Meshach Taylor. 
In one scene, Meshach is taking a 
bath and Julia is forced to come in, 
watch him and scrub his back— 
something the bitchy Stephanie 
never had to do for Bob Newhart! 
Those of you wishing to see more of 
Julia Duffy might check out her brief 
nude scenes in the film Night 
Warning. 


24 HIGH SOCIETY / March 


Step by Step 


SUZANNE SOMERS 

Who would have thought that in the 
1990s Suzanne Somers would be a bigger 
and busier star than ever? The bosomy, 
blonde actress who played the dumbo ‘70s 
icon Chrissy on Three’s Company was 
widely believed to be a permanent has- 
been after she left her sitcom and drifted 
into the limbo of TV movies and a tacky 
stage act. But here she is, with a best- 
selling book (Keeping Secrets), playing 
herself in a biographical TV special based 
on the book, and starring in a new and 
popular comedy series called Step by Step. 
The new show, in which she stars with 
Dallas’ Patrick Duffy, has been labeled “the 
Brady Bunch with sex.” Suzanne and 
Duffy are newly-re-marrieds, each with 
their own children—much of the humor 
comes from the hot-to-trot newlyweds 
wanting to do some spontaneous hum- 
ping—say, on the kitchen floor—and being 
interrupted by their obnoxious brood. 
Suzanne still looks mighty sexy with her 
abundant curves and tight dresses. But 
her most watchable appearance at present 
is in her “Thigh Master” commercials, 
wearing a tight, asscheek-revealing leotard 
and squeezing some damn gizmo between 
her luscious thighs. 
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WKRP 


TAWNY KITAEN 

Tawny is a lovable, auburn- 
haired beauty who has bared 
her perfectly-designed breasts 
and other body parts in such 
R-rated softcore sex epics as 
The Perils Of Gwendolyne, 
Crystal Heart and Witchboard 
(including a tasty full-frontal 
shot of Tawny as she tries to 
break out of a shower stall). 
For several years, she has 
acted—with most of her 
clothes on—in the daytime 
soap Santa Barbara. After 
marrying rock star David 
Cloverdale, Tawny has also 
made some very, very sen- 
suous appearances in several 
Whitesnake rock videos. Now 
Tawny has a weekly gig as the 
sexy secretary in the revised, 
syndicated version of WKRP 
In Cincinnati. Tawny has the 
part once played by Loni 
Anderson, which means she 
has some mighty clingy 
dresses to fill, but we think she 
can pull it off. 
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GOOD 
& EVIL 


TERI GARR 

Teri Garr has been Hollywood's 
favorite ditz for a long time. A one-time 
go-go girl on TV's Shindig, she made her 
motion picture debut in the Monkees ill- 
fated movie, Head (Teri had hoped they 
would make a sequel and advertise it, 
she said, “with the line...from the people 
who gave you Head!”). That was way 
back in 1968. Now in her mid-40s, Garr 
is still quite sexy and finally gets a 
chance to show her erotic side in the hit 
show Good & Evil. Teri plays a con- 
niving bitch of an evil sister, willing to 
sacrifice anything—especially her 
virtue—for a little fun. Of course, the 
show is a sitcom and Garr’s inspired 
comic acting ability is much in evidence, 
but many viewers are probably not 
familiar with her as a raunchy vamp. 
Actually, Teri did some extensive topless 
scenes in the movie One From The 
Heart, and was the horny fraulein looking 
for a roll in the hay in Young Fran- 
kenstein. Good & Evil has made her a 
hot sexpot again. A recent episode had 
Teri wearing nothing but a mink coat, and 
opening it wide to flash her good sister's 
boyfriend. The sultry, exhibitionist 
character Teri plays must be getting 
under her skin. On Late Night With 
David Letterman, she told of an incident 
on the show's set: mistakenly thinking 
her costume was on fire, Teri instantly 
stripped bare in front of the whole crew. 
What a gal. 
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Ty and Lisa are taking a break from their busy lives in the cold big city to get some sun. 
At a frie ¢nd’s mansion, they lounge by the pool and catch up on the lust that was building inside 
them. Ty brazenly stands in front of Lisa, his prick imion against denim. She knows what 


he wants, and she'll suck his cock in the heat of the sun! Ty likes the feeling of Lisa’s 
lips wrapped around his throbbing member. 
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Sweating by 
the pool, from 
both the hot 
sun and his 
lady’s licking 
action, Ty 
sends a load of 
his finest love 
potion into 
Lisa’s hungry 
mouth. A 
couple of 
seconds must 
be spent 
regaining his 
composure, but 
in a moment, 
Ty will work on 
Lisa’s 
glistening 
mamms. Her 
nipples are 
rock-hard, and 
the woman’s 
sex juices are 
running down 
her thighs. 
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Lisa gets Ty hard 
once again, but his 
jizz won't be 
wasted in her 
mouth; instead, it 
will be sent to its 
proper place—her 
pussy. The water 
and its accom- 
panying sloshing 
sounds are re- 
laxing. It’s as if 
they're fucking in 
heaven. Lisa’s 
quim is so in- 
credibly tight, 

her sexbox is like 
one hot muscle 


squeezing his cock. 


As his gaze fixes 
on Lisa’s writhing 
ass, Ty gives Lisa 
his greatest gift: 
his love suds. 
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GOURNEY WEAVER 


Once Again, She Reprises The Role Of Ripley in Aliens 3 But Is This 
Attractive Actress Really A Repressed Sexpot? 


by LAWRENCE STEVENS 


HE WANTED TO BEA 

DIRTY SLUT IN A HARD 

PORN MOVIE!” ran the 
headline in a tabloid. Were they 
referring to the wonder years of 
Traci Lords, perhaps? Or 
Madonna’s plans for her next music 
video? No, the tabloid was reacting 
to some wild statements from a very 
unlikely source. The woman who 
had considered making a career 
move into “hard porn” was brainy, 
aristocratic actress Sigourney 
Weaver. 

In an interview, the tall, sophis- 
ticated beauty complained of her 
on-screen image as an unemotional 
“ice queen” and what she could do 
to change it. “It became really 
infuriating,” she said. She then 
supposedly made this startling 
admission: “I seriously considered 
making a no-holds-barred, hard- 
core sex movie. | wanted to be a 
slut more than anything else in the 
world, but in the end, | decided 
against porn because | realized it Whether bustin’ aliens (top), ghosts (bottom) or just looking pretty 
wouldn't help my career...” (left), actress Sigourney Weaver is a winner by any definition. 
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We will pause here to ponder the someone who feels her image is 


porn movie that was not to be— “icy,” Ms. Weaver has done some 
Sigourney Weaver bumping, very sexy and hot-blooded things 
grinding, and truly “opening up” over the years. She posed for 
like no other major actress in notoriously “kinky” fashion photo- 
history. In fact, it should not be all © grapher Helmut Newton, wearing 
that surprising to think of a skintight rubber outfit and, in 
Sigourney breaking the final another photo, posed in “drag”: 
Hollywood taboo and actually a man’s suit and tie and a short- 
doing a hard-core flick. For haired wig. 


(Top right) Sleeping on the job in Alien; (above) Half-naked half the time in Half Moon Street. 
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MOONING ADORING ARABS 

Much more startling was 
Sigourney’s appearance a few 
years back in Half Moon Street. 
Any fans of Weaver's who have not 
seen this movie should rush to their 
video store at once. At a time when 
few major actresses were willing to 
show any cleavage, let alone bare 
all for the movie camera, Sigourney 
was refreshingly willing to do not 
one, but severa/ nude and sex 
scenes in the movie. Sigourney 
plays a high-IQ grad student 
studying in London. Miserable 
because she has no money and 
forced to live in a broken-down 
tenement, she decides to become 
a high-priced call girl. 


rs‘ 


(Above) Sigourney showed that 
she was more than enough gal in 
One Woman Or Two. 
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She turns her first trick and finds 
that she actually enjoys it and 
begins servicing a large roster of 
wealthy johns—many of them 
Middle Eastern dignitaries and big- 
shot businessmen. Along the way, 
she gets involved with spies, hit 
men, and Michael Caine. But who 
cares about the plot? What keeps 
the eyes of Weaver fans riveted to 
the screen are shots of her lanky, 
but feminine nude bod on display. 
In one scene, we see her crouched 
in a rusty bathtub, trying 
unsuccessfully to get hot water. 
She screams for her landlord, a 
blissed-out Jamaican who comes in 


and plays with the faucet while 
Sigourney sits in front of him butt- 
naked. 

On the night of Weaver's first 
“trick,” she makes herself up to look 
as seductive as possible. In an 
extraordinarily erotic image, we see 
Sigourney putting on her makeup in 
front of a living room mirror. The 
camera shoots her from behind and 
she is wearing nothing but a black 
garter belt and stockings, her bare 
buttocks—slim and tight—are 
clearly on display between the lacy 
straps of her garter belt. Later, we 
get to see her in action as a 
prostitute, with several sex and 


Though "stereotyped" as aristocratic, Weaver certainly showed her 
appealing feminine side in Half Moon Street (top) and Alien (bottom). 


topless scenes to enjoy. The 
wildest scene involves a nearly- 
naked Sigourney sitting astride an 
exercycle while her Arab client 
takes photos of her. In a scene few 
of her contemporaries would have 
the guts to pull-off, Sigourney sits 
on the cycle, pedaling away, with 
her small, perky breasts jiggling in 
every direction, while she 
exchanges dialogue with her 
admiring photographer. She then 
gets off the bike and walks into the 
shower, peeling off her last bits of 
clothing and stepping into the stall. 
Through the clouded glass door, we 
can see a brief glimpse of 
Sigourney’s full, dark bush. 

The extraordinary thing about this 
film is not the amount of Major 
Movie Star nudity it displays, but 
the amount that it chose not to 
show. Reports have it that 
Sigourney was so willing to give 
her all to the sex and nude scenes 


that much of the erotic footage 

had to be cut because it was too 
steamy. Hopefully, that footage 
was preserved somewhere and one 
day we'll get to see the “restored” 
and uncensored version of Half 
Moon Street. 


BORN INTO RICHES 

As indicated by her shocking—but 
probably only half serious—words 
about making a hard-core porn 
movie, Sigourney has spent some 
time worrying about the way 
audiences perceive her. 
Sigourney’s background, her 
breeding if you will, makes it difficult 
for her to be accepted in certain 
kinds of roles. Like Katherine 
Hepburn, Weaver would have a 
hard time playing a simple middle- 
class housewife or a poor farmgirl. 
“Siggy,” the daughter of a rich and 
powerful man, was raised in a 
mansion and studied at Yale. No 


matter how good an actress she is, 
some of that background is always 
in an audience’s mind. 

She was born on October 8, 
1949. Her father, Sylvester “Pat” 
Weaver, was the president of NBC. 
Her mother, Elizabeth Inglis, was 
an actress who had trained at 
London’s Royal Academy of 
Dramatic Arts, and had appeared in 
a number of films and on stage. 
Sigourney was actually born Susan, 
but the willful child renamed herself 
when she was fourteen. 

Sigourney’s childhood was that of 
a typical New York rich girl. Fora 
time, she and her family lived in a 
huge apartment on Fifth Avenue 
and then moved to an even ritzier 
locale—Sutton Place—and a grand 
home once owned by William 
Randolph Hearst and his mistress 
Marion Davies. Susan/Sigourney 
attended all the typical rich girl 
schools, took ballroom-dancing 


Perhaps we can piece together what a Sigourn-porn flick might be like by the bush-baring above, from Half Moon. 
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classes, and went through the 
typical debutante’s ritual of a 
“coming out” party. Although she 
did not show much interest in acting 
until late in her college years, it is 
obvious that the art and 
entertainment worlds were in her 
blood. Her father invented the 
Today and Tonight shows, among 
many others, and young Sigourney 
was Often on various TV sets 
watching the performers rehearse. 
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; Weaver played a real’ 


J. Fred Muggs, the chimpanzee 
star of the early Today years, 
became attracted to her and 
allegedly tried to tear her clothes 
off! Susan, in fact, took her new 
name from a character in a 
favorite book, The Great Gatsby. 


AN IVY-LEAGUE ECCENTRIC 
Sigourney enrolled at Stanford 
University, where she studied 
English Lit, dabbled in acting, and 
lived in a treehouse with her 
boyfriend. She was known as 
something of an eccentric on 
campus, a young woman who 
sewed elf outfits with pom-poms 
for herself. When she grew bored 
with her courses at Stanford, she 
transferred to Yale Drama School, 


* 


where one of her classmates was 
Meryl Streep. Her best friend at 
Yale was aspiring playwright 
Christopher Durang. He wrote a 
part designed for her eccentric 
comic style—a wife who can’t stop 
laughing while her husband is 
beating her up. Sigourney’s odd 
tastes were too much for the Yale 
Drama faculty and she got none of 
the showy parts that were often 
offered to more traditional students 
like Ms. Streep. 

Looking for work in New York, 
Weaver called on a family friend to 
help her break into the acting 
business. The friend said, “Do 
yourself a favor and get a job at 
Bloomingdale’s.” She also had to 
consider her father’s words—he’d 


‘working girl" in Half Moon Street (above) and 


a sex-crazed yuppie in Working Girl (below), with Harrison Ford. 


supposedly told her show business 
was a crooked, awful business 
filled with hustlers. Yet she 
pressed on inspite of it all. 


STAR TRAVEL 

After some stage work, she got 
her first movie part in an obscure 
Israeli picture called Madman. She 
then did a small part in Woody 
Allen’s Annie Hall. Her big break 
came in 1979, playing Ripley in the 
science fiction/horror smash, Alien. 
Ripley was not the typical sweet, 
screaming female part Hollywood 
usually wrote for actresses, and for 
one good reason—the part had 
been written for a man. 


Like her on-screen personas, she 
possesses a variety of looks. 


Sigourney’s tough woman-warrior 
made audiences sit up and take 
notice. Sigourney showed there 
was a feminine side to her in the 
movie—in the final scene where 
she strips down to her skivvies, her 
sexy undies revealing a few 
delectable inches of the crack of 
her ass. 

Starring parts followed Alien: 
Eyewitness, The Year Of Living 
Dangerously opposite Mel Gibson, 
and the mega-hit comedy, 
Ghostbusters. |In 1986, she 
reprised Ripley in James 
Cameron’s spectacular sequel, 
Aliens, and got nominated for an 
Academy Award as Best Actress. 
She was nominated again for her 
stunning portrayal of doomed 
naturalist Dian Fossey in Gorillas In 
The Mist. \n a change of pace, 
Sigourney took a strong, but 
supporting part in Working Girl, 
playing Melanie Griffith’s scheming 
yuppie bitch-of-a-boss. Both 


Sigourney and Melanie got to 
show-off their sexy forms in 
stockings, garter belts, and other 
assorted lingerie pieces. 

At age 42, and married to a 
theater director six years her junior, 
Sigourney recently became a 
mother for the first time. However, 
neither age nor motherhood is 
slowing her down: she recently did 
some sexy work in a documentary 
on her photographer friend Helmut 
Newton and built-up her muscu- 
lature to play, once again, the two- 
fisted Ripley in what is said to be 
the biggest sequel of them all, 
Aliens’. \n the last installment of 
this gruesome trilogy, Ripley is 
impregnated by the hideous space 
creature, and commits the ultimate 
sacrifice—suicide—to prevent 
aliens from colonizing the Blue 
Planet. 

Who knows, maybe one day 
she'll get to do that porn flick 
after all. 


In Gorillas In The Mist, Weaver and macho costar Bryan Brown 
shared a common interest, as well as a bar of soap. 


SIGOURNEY WEAVER: FACT SHEET 


Born: October 8, 1949 
Real First Name: Susan. 


Father: “Pat” Weaver, ex-NBC president and inventor of 


the Today show. 


Most Unfortunate Childhood Experience: NBC 
chimpanzee J. Fred Muggs tried to tear her clothes off. 
Education: Stanford, Yale Drama School. 

Married: To theater director Jim Simpson, six years 


younger than she. 


Nude Scenes: Half Moon Street, One Woman Or Two. 
Strangest Career Goal: Considered making hard-core 


porn movie. 
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ALICE SOREN 


ite dhe DOLLAR BABE! 


VIDEO € GIRL TEMPEST 1. 
| ROCKS OUR READERS!! 


‘ou're going to be seeing a lot more of this 

hard rockin’ Rich Bitch, because she’s 

going to be in “shock” rocker Alice 
Cooper's next video. But you won't see more of 
Tempest than this! Besides partying, trashing 
hotel rooms around the world, and collecting gold 
and platinum recording stars as playthings, 
Tempest owns an independent heavy metal 
record label. 

“I really dig those guys with the guitars and 
long hair,” coos the torrid temptress. “While we 
were filming the video for “Love's A Loaded Gun” 
in Times Square, an actor playing a cop scared a 
real fugitive in the crowd so much, that the guy 
ran through the set trying to escape. He got 
caught, but they got it on film and Alice wants to 
leave it in the video. It’s going to be so cool—I 
can’t wait until it comes out!” 


48 HIGH SOCIETY / March 


ALLL LIED EE EP Ee ay y . 
Wheaean qyy eee ‘ As SN 


seeeveeeeeel tba 


SAN. 
a SR \ \ | 
, ° A 


50 HIGH SOCIETY / March 


With 40-D star- 
power like hers, 
we'll stay tuned for 
sure. But in the 
meantime, what’s 
Tempest off to do 
next? “Well, I’m 
going to take some 
time off to relax. 

I want to visit 
Egypt. It’s so mys- 
terious there— 
besides, I've always 
wanted to have sex 
in a pyramid.” Do 
you suppose 
Tempest is going to 
have any problem 
fulfilling that 
fantasy? Neither 
do we! 
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Taking Heavy 
Metal by the 
balls, Cycle 
Sluts From 
Hell prove 
once and for 
all that you 
don’t need a 
cock to rock! 


h yeah, these girls are sweet. 

Guys, cross your legs and 
meet Venus Penis Crusher, Queen 
Vixen, Honey 1%’er and She-Fire 
Of Ice. They’re Cycle Sluts From 
Hell, and they want to rock your 
pants off. One look at them and 
you'll be ready to drop ‘em. But 
with those names, dare you? 

If their names don’t put you off, 
listen to their trademark song: “I 
Wish You Were A Beer,” which 
includes such come-hither lyrics as: 
“Hey there, poseur you look pretty 
stupid to me/Hey there, poseur 
creeping towards the door/Hey 
there, poseur, | wish you were a 


beer!” You can hear 
these wanton sentiments 
on the Sluts’ self-titled 
debut album. The disc 
also includes the man 
pleaser, “By The Balls,” 
with the lyrics, “Gonna 
hear you howl/ Gonna 
let her rip/Gotta real bad 
temper/Gotta real good 
grip!” With dark eyes 
and “lick-me-like-a- 
snowcone” cleavage 
straining her leather 
bustier, Honey 1%’er 
looks every bit the part 
her lyrics portray. 

So who are these hot 
sluts from hell who rock 
harder than most guy 
groups? Well, they 
made this dubious name 
for themselves playing 
New York City’s lower 
east side (which ex- 
plains their dark, hazard- 
filled sexuality) about 
four years ago. People observing 
their bad mama behavior on their 
first public outings said, “These girls 


are cycle sluts from hell.” The 
name stuck. 

As Slut Honey 1%’er told 
Seconds magazine, “I do think 
there is a very macho slant that 
pervades the rock world—that 
you've gotta have a cock to rock. 
What people don’t realize is that 
we’ve got 50,000 cocks spread over 
the entire Western Hemisphere, so 
I’ve got more cock in my pocket 
than the average dude on stage.” 

Touché. 

The alluring Venus Penis Crusher 
says, “People try to label us as a 
bunch of bimbos because our 
songs are fantasy-joke-reality-and- 
unreality oriented. When people 
interview us, they are really 
surprised that we have brains and 
that we really believe in what we’re 
doing. Isn’t it time women got their 
shit together and started busting 
some balls!” 

The girls defend their name, 
professing that there are as many 
male sluts as female ones (and why 


is there a bad connotation to female 
“slut?”). They say they know the 
male-female slut ratio from personal 
experience. 

Their feelings on slutdom? “Hey 
if we like to fuck, what of it? It’s our 
right. How many of those macho 
bands pull bumbling, big-breasted 
blondes out of the audience for a 
boff backstage? Nobody cares, so 
why shouldn't the Sluts have 
some fun?” 

That attitude in mind, guys, you 
may want to stuff a sock in it and 
stand front-and-center at a Sluts 
show. And you better know your 
stuff, because these anti-Bangles 
have been to Europe with 
Motorhead; they’ve seen it 
all by now! 

Now if we could just see all of 
them while pounding to their 
headbanging rock-n’-roll, it would 
be sleazy slut heaven. 

—Nik Flandré 
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We've brought beautiful porn star 
Racquel Darrian back, and we hope 
you agree with us that she’s looking 
better than ever! Her body is as 
stunning as ever, with a pair of 
never-ending legs, pert tits, and a 
curvaceous ass. Racquel will always 
be a favorite. 
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Racquel has the 
unique ability to 
look devastating 
in a variety of 
looks: classy, 
tarty—anything! 
The star of 
Welcum To My 
Face and 
Nympho Brat 
has a succulent, 
pouty pussy that, 
when spread 
with a deft hand, 
reveals the 
tenderness and 
heat that only a 
gal of Racquel's 
demeanor can 
have. Inside, 
Racquel is total 
passion, and 
wouldn't we all 
like to be inside 
Racquel. 
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Ms. Darrian is warm, to say the 
least, and the thought of her legs 
wrapping around your head, or her 


breasts encompassing your face can 
immediately send you to heaven. 
But she isn’t unobtainable—she'll be 
in HIGH SOCIETY again in the 
future. Guaranteed. 
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SPECIAL REPORT 


BEYOND Tht GREEN DOOR 


THE DEATH OF ARTIE MITCHELL 


by JARED RUTTER 


“I’m Gonna Beat This Thing.” 


—Jim Mitchell On The Murder Of 
His Brother, Artie. 


J and Artie Mitchell were a couple of wild 
‘n’ crazy redneck boys from Antioch, a 
small town in Northern California. They came 
from a world of shotguns and pickup trucks 


and roadhouse liaisons, and 
made it big in a world of 
beautiful women, newspaper 
headlines and lots of money 
that flew out as fast as it 
came in. They were gun 
collectors, connoisseurs of 
women, profligate  pro- 
creators, givers of lavish 
bashes, and supporters of lost 
causes. Everything they did 
was beyond the pale. They’d 
done so many far-out things 
that everyone who knew them 
thought they were beyond 
surprise. 

All that changed on the 
night of Wednesday, February 
27, 1991, when Jim and Artie 
allegedly pulled their wildest 


Artie gives “head” to Amber Lynn. 


cra] 
"| MITCHELL BROTHERS FILM GROUP PRESENTS 


the all-American girl 


Marilyn Chambers 


stunt ever. 
with a shotgun. 
belly, another in the arm, the fatal one smack 
through the right eye and into the brain. A 


ia 


Jim reportedly blew Artie away 


Three shots—one in the 


20-year career was in pieces 
and all of San Francisco 
reeled in shock. “What Went 
Wrong?!” screamed the 
headline of Spectator, the 
Bay Area sex paper. They 
called their report of the 
incident “A Death in the 
Family"—and the family was 
a mightily extended one. 

Jim and Artie were the 
kingpins of San Francisco's 
sex community—either di- 
rectly, through their O’Farrell 
Street Theater (the “Car- 
negie Hall of Sex,” their 
buddy Hunter S. Thompson 
called it), or as mentors, 
advisors, and role models. 
Their looniness endeared 


GAMMA LIAISON 
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View To A Kill: (Top left) Detectives remove the body of Artie Mitchell, (right) tires are taken for evidence. 


them to a town full of off-the- 
wallers, and their support of liberal 
causes—most importantly, their 
career-long battle against cen- 
sorship—gained them respect in 
the most influential corners of the 
most liberal part of the country. 
The savage irony is that if anyone 
had envisioned a fratricide, it would 
have been the other way around— 
Artie killing Jim. By general 
consensus, Artie, the younger 


brother by two years, was definitely 
the crazier of the two. “Party Artie” 
they called him. He had been in 
and out of substance abuse pro- 
grams, and friends had long since 
given up trying to wean him from 
his favorite repast, Stoli and 
reefers. He was frequently unruly, 
especially at public functions where 
Jim assumed the role of his guard 
and keeper. 

Many people looked on his 


excesses as Slightly worrisome but 
essentially endearing eccentricities. 
Others took a dimmer view. “At 
best,” said writer Dave Patrick in 
the Spectator, “Artie Mitchell was 
an out-of-control macho jerk.” 

It was Jim who had the reputation 
as the hard-nosed businessman, 
the more responsible of the two; the 
long-suffering guy who was always 
getting his brother out of trouble. 
People who knew them knew there 


Jim and Artie spent 
millions in stubborn 
pursuit of their 
freedom. 


was friction between them—there 
always had been. But no one could 
have foreseen how it would all end. 

There were certainly business 
disagreements—because at the 
dawn of the ‘90s their so-called sex 


Amber and Artie relax on the set of yet another sex flick; Behind The Green Door star Marilyn Chambers. 
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empire was in reality close to a 
shambles. Though reputedly the 
masters of a hundred-million dollar 
fortune, a 1990 estimate put their 
combined net worth at closer to one 
million. At one point in the ‘70s they 
had a chain of eleven theaters. All 
that’s left is the O’Farrell and a little 
Market Street grind house called the 
Electric. 

The Mitchells didn’t even own the 
O'Farrell. They’d had a chance to 
buy it in the ‘70s but just never got 
around to it, and by the late ‘80s the 
land had appreciated so much they 
couldn't afford it. And even though 
the theater is one of San Fran- 
cisco’s premier tourist attractions— 
right up there with cable cars and 
Chinatown—the fact is, according to 
one associate, that it never became 
what it could have been. “People 
always said it ran itself—and that 
was the problem. It was just too 
loose. Under strong management, 
it could have made millions.” 


Yet, its laidback operation 
endeared it to the women who 
worked there. Individual girls might 
have complained about Artie when 
he went on a bender, but as for day- 
to-day working conditions, the 
consensus among the dancers is 
that it outclasses every place of its 
kind in the country. Some women 
made solid, decade-long careers on 
stage at the O'Farrell. Again, it was 
one big family. The money did keep 
flowing in. Behind The Green Door 
alone, made for $60,000 in 1972, is 
said to have grossed hundreds of 
millions, and it still earns money 
today on video. But the bucks 
oozed out even faster. 

Much of it went to cover legal 
fees. Jim and Artie spent millions in 
stubborn pursuit of their freedom to 
make the movies they wanted, 
show them where they pleased, and 
put on the kind of girl shows that 
would keep horny tourists coming 
back for more. 

They had strong blue-collar 
convictions about a man’s right to 
make a living and a small-town-bred 
aversion to being pushed around. 
So they fought every legal 
challenge that was thrown at 
them—from a highly publicized 
1985 bust of Marilyn Chambers for 
letting a customer go too far in the 


The “Carnegie Hall Of Sex”: Murals decorate the outside of O‘Farrell’s; inside, the action heats up. 
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Ultra Room, to an epic decade-long 
battle with the Southern California 
city of Santa Ana over a theater 
they owned there. They won just 
about every time, but they were 
costly victories. 

Both Jim and Artie lived in modest 
suburban homes. The one in Corte 

iadera where Artie was killed is a 
single-story white frame house, 
indistinguishable from those in 
almost any upper-middle-class 
neighborhood of Marin County. 
Their home lives were simple. 
They each had plenty of family to 
support—at least nine acknow- 
ledged offspring between them. 

Their public lives were another 
matter. The Mitchells were fond of 
throwing parties, benefits, press 
conferences, and even caravans. 
Their Christmas bashes were 
legendary—the entire O'Farrell 
Theater was transformed into a kind 
of X-rated Xanadu for their hand- 
picked horde of hedonistic guests. 
They made headlines when they 
formed a convoy to Colorado in 
support of their buddy Thompson 
when he was on trial for allegedly 
assaulting former porn producer 
Gail Palmer. They never forgot 
their friends. 

Perhaps their most ill-fated 
venture was War Times, a pub- 
lication created in January 1991 by 
left-wing writer Warren Hinckle to 
protest the Gulf War. Even in the 
one American city where anti-war 
sentiment prevailed, the paper 
bombed badly after two issues. 
(The final headline read, “War a 
Failure.”) But Jim and Artie were 
loyal guys. They'd never forget that 
it was Hinckle’s newspaper column 
ridiculing the Marilyn Chambers 
bust that shamed the San Fran- 
cisco police department into 
dropping the case. 

And they were full of new ideas. 
The O'Farrell was subjected to 
repeated renovations and re- 
structuring as Jim and Artie tried to 
give shape to their inspirations 
(others called them harebrained 
schemes). In 1978, when King Tut- 
mania was sweeping the country, 
the Mitchells decided their theater 
should have a King Tut Room. A 
statue of the king set inside a 
pyramid would rise from the floor on 
hydraulic lifts, with naked women 
clinging to it, who would then do 
their stuff amidst lavish Egyptian 
decor. The lifts were actually 


installed, at considerable cost, but 
that’s all that ever came of the 
project. On its site now stands the 
Green Door Room. (Still, the Tut 
Room got further than their Sex 
Rollercoaster—a kind of tunnel-of- 
love ride where guys would be 
teased by naked ladies—which 
never made it off the drawing 
boards.) So the business wasn’t 
what it should have been, so there 
was friction between them, so Artie 
would never sober-up completely— 
the question remains, why did Jim 
reputedly kill him? 

Jim’s motives may never be 
known—even to himself. But his 
movements on that fateful night of 
February 27th have been pieced 
together by the police: A little 
before 9:30 p.m., he left a business 
meeting in the North Beach area of 
San Francisco, about 25 miles from 


Artie’s house in Marin County. 
Then, entering heavy rush-hour 
traffic over the Golden Gate Bridge, 
he began the drive to Corte 
Madera. According to police, he® 
parked his car three blocks away, 
walked to his brother’s house, shot 
out the tires on his van with a 
handgun, and, around quarter after 
ten, blew the front door off with a 
.22-caliber rifle. He proceeded 
down a hall, where an aroused and 
alarmed Artie was running, and 
started firing the rifle. Three of his 
seven shots met their target. One 
hit Artie in the stomach, the second 
in his arm. The fatal shot came. 
from a slug that entered his brain 
through his right eye. Artie col- 
lapsed in the bathroom doorway. 
Artie’s girlfriend, ex-dancer Julie 
Bajo, cowering in the back bed- 


(continued on page 86) 
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There’s only one 
feeling Melissa loves 
more than shiny, 
black leather against 
her soft, bare flesh, 
and that’s a 
throbbing, stiff dick. 
Pouring her 
voluptuous body into 
a restrictive garment 
is much easier than 
securing a worthy 


cock. Needless to say, 


Melissa is usually 
swathed in the 
comfort of her tight 
sex cocoon. 
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Home alone, 
Melissa wantonly 
writhes around, 
the straining 
hides exciting 

her far more 


than any lover. 


Strong and slick, 
the leather 


strokes all of 


Melissa’s most 
sensitive parts. 
The smell of the 
passion-heated 
leather com- 
bined with her 
warming, damp- 
ening pussy 

is too much. 
Her lust soon 
overcomes her. 
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Firmly straddling 
the arm of her 
favorite cowhide 
chair, Melissa 
briskly rubs the 
bud of her 
delicate ladyhood 
over its coarse, 
whiskery surface. 
The familiar 
sensations of 
ecstasy grip her 
like the spike- 
heeled boots 
sheathing her 
thighs. There’s a 
breathless gasp 


and jets of 
creamy, hot dew. 
Melissa is 
fulfilled—for the 


moment. 


Why do they have an instant attraction for one another? Is it the way one’s ass moves when she 
walks, or the way the other's pussy tingles as a reaction to her friend’s touch? No matter, for they 
both know that they want—truly want—the other's body against their own. A tongue probes 
the moist folds of a pussy, and hands massage a jubilant pair of sensitive tits. 


Pleasure Time 
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Soon, clits are stimulated, and the swell of an orgasm is be- 
ginning in both gals. They’re locked in a passionate game of sex, 
and pleasure is the prize. Though, one of the duo can't get 
enough of her companion’s quim, and she spreads those engorged 
lips to expose a cherry-red “cum button.” The orgasm, whose 
foundations were laid minutes before, is now reality and at 
least one of the blonde beauties gets off. 


ver since we've been able to capture 

the human image on film, we've used 
the medium to record our sexual escapades 
Starting with still photographs and then 
switching to motion pictures, the pioneers of 
porn brought our carnal doings out of the 
bedroom and put them on display for the 
whole world to see. 

Since then, our fascination with sexual 
spectacle has only increased. as have our 
appetites for odder and more specialized 
stimulation. Modern purveyors of filmic 
fornication, with more imagination and less 
inhibition, have broadened the spectrum of 
the carnal cinema to include everything from 
conventional boy/girl, girl/girl, three-way 
action to one-legged, interracial, she-male 
leather-clad dwarves wrestling in baked 
beans. These days. whatever trips your 
trigger is out there and readily available for 
your viewing pleasure. For you long-time 
aficionados or curious initiates, HIGH 
SOCIETY brings you the most outstanding 
moments from some of bluedom’s best. 


Selena Steele and Laura Bryce enjoy a lusty 
lesbo tryst in The Tease (VCA). 
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In the big city, City Girls prefer having their rugs munched, 
but will always give in to a fuck afterward (VCA). 
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The natives go ape for some of Delta Force’s fine pussy 
in the white-hot Malibu Spice (VCA). 


HARDCORE 


(Above) Sharon Kane gets the 
best of both worlds in She-Male 
Spirits In The Night (VCA). 


(Below) Sex on the beach with 
Jeanna is Fine with Buck Adams 
in Roxy (VCA). 


Tori Welles shows us that The blazing Madison gives her 

sex after 30 is even better pierced tongue a workout in Bruce 
when standing up, in Seven’s epic, Where The Girls 
Thirtysomething III (VIVID). Sweat Il (ELEGANT ANGEL). 


Alicyn Sterling heads the neighborhood welcome wagon in New 
Kid On The Block (VIDCO). 
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Alicia Monet plays an urban headhunter in 
Wet Dreams On Maple Street (CABALLERO). 


Christy Canyon has other things on her mind while 
taking an extremely good licking in Passages II: 
Dreams Of Candace Hart (VIVID). 


(Above) Erica Boyer pacifies her friend's pussy 
in Snatched To The Future (ELEGANT ANGEL). 


(Below) Jacqueline enjoying the great outdoors, 
porn star style in Starr (CABALLERO). 


Angel Kelley and Jeannie Pepper find out the 
shrinking potion the “Hatter” guy sold them doesn’t 
work, in Alice In Blackland (VCA). 
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Racquel Darrian buffs this classic car with her classic 
curves in Redline. Tori Welles directs (VCA). 


CARNAL CLASSICS 


a 


>> 


Achtung! Tell us who one or both of these 
people are, and you'll win a HIGH SOCIETY T- 
shirt! Mail your entries to: Carnal Classics, c/o 
HIGH SOCIETY, 801 2nd Ave., New York, NY 
10017, Please specify your size: S, M, L! 


cS TSE 


“Sucking cock causes wrinkles, honey. You better 
stick to pussy,” says Bionca in Where The Girls 
Sweat Il. This one’s so good, we thought we’d 
show you some more of it (ELEGANT ANGEL). 


For further information on obtaining 
these videos, please contact: 


CABALLERO ELEGANT 
HOME VIDEO ANGELVIDEO 
7920 Alabama Ave. 12229 Montague St. 

Canoga Park, CA Arleta, CA 
(800) 423-5106 (800) 442-6435 


VCA VIDCO 
MAIL ORDER ENTERTAINMENT 
9650 DeSoto Ave. 7900 Alabama Ave. 
Chatsworth, CA Canoga Park, CA 
(800) 992-5299 (800) 423-5106 


VIVID VIDEO 
15127 Califa St. 
Van Nuys, CA 
(800) 423-4227 
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BAD GUYS 


(continued from page 67) 


room, dialed “911” in panic. She 
didn’t have to wait long for help. 
Officer Kent Haas just happened to 
be in the vicinity and he ap- 
prehended Jim, who was limping 
down the street with the rifle stuck 
down his pants leg and a .38 
caliber handgun concealed under 
his jacket. Later, Hass would tell a 
grand jury that Jim had “the most 
desperate look I’ve ever seen.” 

Jim was immediately booked for 
investigation of murder at the Marin 
County jail. Michael Kennedy, a 


prominent East Coast lawyer 
known for his work with celebrities 
like lvana Trump and Scarsdale 
Diet Doctor-killer Jean Harris, was 
engaged to represent him, along 
with the Mitchells’ longtime San 


co 
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Francisco counsel Dennis Roberts. 

The defense insisted immediately 
that the killing was not premed- 
itated, and that view found con- 
siderable support among people 
who knew the brothers. After all, 
the two men lived in a unstable 
atmosphere. Only nine days 
before the killing, Julie Bajo had an 
angry altercation with Karen 
Mitchell, Artie’s first wife, about 
visiting rights to Artie’s kids. Family 
feuds in the Mitchell clan were a 
way Of life. 

Jim’s bail was posted at $1 
million. After two months, it was 
finally scraped together by his 
business associates—his man- 
agers and workers, some of whom 
went so far as to mortgage their 
homes. (This gesture is said to 
have won considerable sympathy 
from the Bay Area public.) The 
Mitchell Brothers’ empire was 


indeed family-run. Their top lieu- 
tenants, Jeff Armstrong, who 
manages video distribution, and 
Vince Stanich, who runs Dancer's 
Guild International, which books 
the O’Farrell performers, were 
childhood friends from Antioch. 
Other good ol’ boys from home 
were also on their payrolls. Upon 
his release, Jim showed re- 
markable confidence. A Bay Area 
photographer who saw him not 
long afterwards was greeted with a 
jaunty, “Hi, man—l’m gonna beat 
this thing!” 

But even his most jaded Bay 
Area friends were taken by surprise 
by the wake (officially, “Bereav- 
ement Ceremony”) that Jim threw 
for his brother on Sunday, June 24. 
Everybody was there—the dan- 
cers, the porn fringies, the hangers- 
on, as well as friends and family. 
The major entertainment—a go-go 


(Clockwise, top left) A “desperate” Jim Mitchell; Elle Rio, Tracy Adams, and company catch the “big 
one” in Grafenberg Girls Go Fishing; “safe-sex” flop, Behind The Green Door: The Sequel. 


dance—was provided by the same 
Julie Bajo who had watched her 
lover Artie die from the shots fired 
by his brother, the host. Jim al- 
ternately beamed at the turnout and 
grieved for his brother—and no one 
there doubted that his grief was the 
real, bitter thing. 

For months, gossip in the Bay 
Area centered on one topic: the 
upcoming trial. What was Jim’s 
defense? Drug-induced insanity? 
Although never a druggie, he was 
under prescribed medication at the 
time. Would he plea-bargain down 
to second-degree murder? Would 
the jury really be asked to believe 
that this was a spur of the moment, 
crime of passion kind of thing? 

All speculation was rendered 
moot in August, when a San 
Francisco trial judge threw out the 
grand jury indictment against Jim. 
Citing “faulty legal procedures,” she 
ordered the District Attorney to 
seek another indictment, a process 
which could take up to half a year. 
Attorney Dennis Roberts publicly 
rejoiced, saying the ruling vin- 
dicated the defense’s assertion that 
the killing had not been pre- 
meditated. In the meantime, until 
the new grand jury indictment 
comes down, Jim Mitchell is a free 
man. That same day in August, 
Herb Caen announced in his 
widely-read column that Karen 
Mitchell, Artie’s first wife, had 
signed a deal with HBO-Viacom to 
act as associate producer on a 
cable-TV movie about the brothers. 

A few days later, on Labor Day 
weekend, Jim threw a kiddie party 
for his own brood and the offspring 
of his friends. (Artie’s kids, still in 
Karen’s custody, were absent.) It 
was a typical suburban birthday 
party, according to one of the 
guests—not at all what you’d 
expect from a pornographer ac- 
cused of fratricide. Life was going 
on for the Mitchell clan—and 
considering the offbeat way they'd 
always lived, almost as usual. But 
the gnawing question remained: 
Why? It’s a question to which an 
answer may not even exist. 

The only thing anyone can come 
up with is that it was just...crazy, 
that’s all. If by some chance Jim 
should walk away from all this a 
free man,—and that possibility 
certainly exists— it will rank as his 
wildest trick yet. What could be 
more far-out than cheating fate? 


CASHING IN ON THE 
AMERICAN WET DREAM 
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The Mitchell Brothers’ porn empire began modestly. Jim was a film student 
at San Francisco State in the middle of the ‘60s-spawned sexual revolution. 
Free love was all the rage in San Francisco and people were starting to put it 
on film. |The brothers from Antioch, equipped with Jim's newly-acquired 
cinema skills, got in on the ground floor. Alex deRenzy, who was to become 
their close friend, had pioneered the biz in the Bay Area with Sexual Freedom 
In Denmark. The Mitchells followed in his footsteps, shooting loops and 
releasing them in Northern California arcades. 

Their reputations—and bank accounts—grew, and the next step was to 
make a feature. They got the idea of a woman's sexual awakening and came 
up with Behind The Green Door. Then they had the good fortune to stumble 
onto a beautiful young model named Marilyn Chambers. 

Behind The Green Door earned millions. The Mitchells followed it with other 
features—The Autobiography Of A Flea (which critics claim to be their best), 
The Resurrection Of Eve (again starring Chambers), and Sodom and 
Gomorrah. The latter epic still stands as the most expensive porn flick ever 
made—and the biggest disaster, an all-time classic turkey. 

After this, the Mitchells slowed down their movie making, concentrating 
instead on developing their O'Farrell sex emporium. 

In 1985 the Mitchells returned to porn in a big way with The Grafenberg 
Spot. Starring the three hottest honeys of the day, Ginger Lynn, Amber Lynn 
and Traci Lords (whose footage was edited-out later when the secret of her 
age came out), and two legendary studs, John Holmes and Harry Reems. It 
was a major hit. 

By the mid-’80s the AIDS epidemic was raging through the country, so the 
Mitchells produced a safe-sex movie, Behind The Green Door: The Sequel. 
The picture, which featured an elaborate safe-sex orgy in the O’Farrell’s Ultra 
Room, was deemed un-erotic by fans and flopped. So with typical Mitchellian 
logic, the brothers followed it up with Grafenberg Girls Go Fishing, a raunchy 
wall-to-wall sexflick with not a condom in sight. This remains the Mitchell 
Brothers’ final production. 
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Alcyn 


At once, you are transfixed by 
her gaze. If the eyes are indeed 
the windows of the soul, Alicyn’s 
soul is one of brooding sensuality 
and steamy passion. She seems 
cooly distant and knowing, yet 
in an instant, Alicyn becomes 
warmly inviting and erotically 
vibrant. A sexual dynamo, only 
the most perceptive of lovers 
can share her bed. 
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As it is most nights, 
there is no lover for 
Alicyn. She minds 
little, for few can 
offer the pleasure she 
gives herself. 
Stretching out on the 
bed, she begins by 
cupping her firm 
breasts, gently 
squeezing the nipples 
between thumb and 
forefinger until they 
tighten with excite- 
ment. She gently 
drags her fingernails 
up and down her 
silky torso, until 

her delicate pus: 
dampens and warms. 
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Pleased with her 
ability to bring 
herself such ecstasy, 
Alicyn grins as she 
parts her soft, pink 
folds and slowly 
slides the length of 
her finger over her 
engorged clit. She 
repeats this motion 
with passionate 
precision, focused 
and driven toward 
orgasm. Frantic 
rubbing and desper- 


ate groping silently 


usher out the intense 
stream of cum that 
is her goal. As 

the solitary beauty 
reflects on her joy, 


she resolves that self 


love is indeed the 
only love she needs. 
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FELLATIOUS C€ 


kibosh on that most glorious form of female 

footwork, the old “bump and grind.” Indiana 
recently outlawed nude dancing in places serving 
booze, and New York now only permits topless 
hoofing. Madcap cartoonist P.C. Vey captures our 
sentiments in this zany collection of cartoons. 


C ertain states have enacted legislation to put the 
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“This place used to be a lot more fun when Ernie 
didn’t have to do all the dancing himself.” 
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“They always used to bust this place for nude dancing, but ever since she started 
' staying perfectly still, technically it’s not dancing.” 
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“I knew there was a reason they spent the last seven years trying to force the regular girls out of work!” 
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THE STATE VERSUS THE BooM Bo 


“A new city ordinance: the gals can take off anything they want, but we just can’t look at them” 
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Queen of 
the Nile 


Like an ancient gift from the gods, Kali endures in 
quiet splendor. Her regal and statuesque form calls 
to mind all the poddeteas s who graced the halls of the 
most sacred temples. Her manner is much like that 
of her beautiful Egyptian predecessor, Nefertiti. Her 
luminescent gaze conveys all that is yesterday—from 
priceless treasures secreted away in ancient tombs to 

the remarkably stark sunsets off the shores of the 

Red Sea. She is the personification of beauty, 
self worth, and ultimate pleasure. 
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To know the beauty of Kali’s 
curves, the taste of her 


luscious lips, and the pure 
depth of her sensuality is 
to understand all. Her 
lovemaking prowess is 
unmatched and unyielding. 
Practiced in the ultimate 
art of gratification, Kali 
collects her splendid lovers 
like perfect flowers in a 
field—only the best 
are chosen. 
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As Kali’s sweet pussy smoothly 
slides up and down on your 
manhood, the mythological . 

memories of the past—winged 

creatures with lion’s heads—cloud 
your thoughts. Rushing toward 
intense orgasm, Kali’s eyes become 
sfixed as she at last bathes in 
the warm waters of release. 
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HIGH SOCIETY'S 
APRIL ISSUE 


SASCHA 

Aflame with passion, the mysterious beauty 
retreats to the shadows to sate her desires. 
The darkness brings an intensity to her 
orgasm that can’t be explained. Why? 


BARE-DEVIL 

If you think that only guys can be rough and 
tumble, then you haven’t met Nikki. This 
thrillseeking sexpot can knock heads with 
the best of ‘em, and will take on all cummers 
to prove it! 


STACI 

Staci is one of those girls who likes to play 
all day—and we’re not talking board games 
and puzzles! 


A DAY OF BEAUTY 

Shauna and Cris have only recently met. 
They became good friends because of all the 
interests they share. Today, they learn of yet 
another interest—each other. 
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